ANGEL    PAVEMENT
last they had a chance of really putting something away.
Insurance? That ought to be looked into, for they had
all kinds of schemes. National Savings? A good safe in-
vestment. They might buy a house through one of the
Building Societies. He saw himself looking into all these
things, smoking his pipe over them and then making
notes and putting down a few rows of neat little figures.
It almost made his mouth water.
It was not until late afternoon, when they were finish-
ing off, that he began to tackle the major problem, for,
like most people, he preferred to examine the little
problems, the pleasant cheerful little fellows, first.
Plump in the middle of this major problem was Mrs.
Smeeth. If she was told about this extra money, she
would want to spend it. That was her nature; she was
a born spender. She was not a grabber and she was not
a grumbler; if the money was not there, she made no
complaint, and could make a little go a long way with
the best of them, if there was no help for it. Tell her
there was more money coming into- the house, and she
would never rest until it had been all frittered away, on
clothes and ornaments and meals in cafes and visits to
the theatre and the pictures and trips to the seaside and
chocolate and bottles of port wine. Insurance and
National Savings and Building Societies!—he could
hear her telling him what she thought about them, and
what she thought about him too for suggesting such a
miserable way of spending their money. (She never
understood the idea of saving, except when it merely
meant putting a few shillings in a vase until Saturday.
Giving money to an insurance company or a bank
seemed to her simply spending it and getting nothing
in return.) She would make him appear a mean ageing

